

The Play of 

Tha. A Prince of Macedon (my royall father) 

And the deuice he beares vpon his Sh i eld, 

Is an Armed Knight, that’s conquered by a Lady: 

The motto thus in Spanifh. Tue Per doleera ktc per for/d c 
3. Kntght. Km. And with the third? 

T hat. The third, of Antioch • and his deuice, 

A wreath of Ghiually : the word : Me Pompey prouexit apex. 
4.ICmght. Kw. What is the fourth » 

Thai. A burning Torch that’s turned vpfide downej 4 
The word : Qjn me alit me extinqutt . 

Kw. Which fhe wes that Beautie hath his power & will, 
Which can as well enflame, as it can kill. 

5. Kmqht. That. The fift,an Hand enuironed with Clouds, 
Holding outGold, that’s by theTouch-ftone tnde: 

The motto thus : Sic (ptblanda fide*. 

6. Krnohi. Kw. And what’s the fixt, and laft; the which*; 
The knight himfelf with fuch a graceful courtefie deliuered? 

T Hat. Heefeemcs to be a Stranger : but his Prefentis 
A withered Branch, that’s on-dy greene at top. 

The motto: In hac fp*viuo. 

Kw. A pretty morrall fro thedeierted ftatc wherein he is. 
He hopes by you, his fortunes yet may flourifh. 

/ . Lord. He had need mcane better, then his outward /hew 
Can any way fpeake in his iuft commend : 

For by hisruftie outfide he appeares, 

To haueprartis’d more the Whipftocke, then the Launce, 

1. Lord. He well may be a Stranger, for he comes 
To an honour'd try umph, {Iran gly furniiht. 

3. Lord. And on fet purpofe let his Armour ruft 
Vntill this day, to fcowre it in the duft. 

Kw. Opinion’s but a foole, that makes vsfean 
The outward habit, by the inward man. 

But flay, the Knights are comming. 

We will with-draw into the Galleria. 

Great Jhosttes, and all cry, the meane Knight * 

Enter 

#1 wSSSSmL 


t metes Prince of Tyre, 


Enter the King and Knights from T thing. 

, King. Knights, to fay you’re welcome, were fijperfluous* 
I'place vpon the volume of your deedes* 

As in a Title page, your worth in armes, 

Weremore then you expert, ormore then’s fit, 

Since euery worth in ftiew commends it felfe : 

Prepare for mirth, for mirth becomes aFeaft. 

You arc Princes, and my gueftes. 

T hat. But you my Knight and gueft, 

T o whom this Wreath of virtorie I giuc. 

And crowne you King of this dayes happinefife. 

Peri. Tis more by Fortune(Lady)then my Merit. 

King. Call it by what you will,the day is your, 

And here (I hope) is none that enuies it : 

- -s.. In framing an Artift,art hath thus decreed, 
omakefome good, but others to exceed. 

And you are her labourd fcholler : come Queenc a th’feaft. 
For (Daughter) fo you are 5 heere take your place : 

Martiall the reft, as they deferue their grace. 

Knights. We are honour'd much by good S ymonides. 
King. Your prefence glads our dayes, honour we loue. 
For who hates hoiiour,hates the Gods aboue. 

Marjhal. Sir, yonder is your place. 

Peri. Some other is more fit. 

j.Kmght. Contend not fir, for we are Gentlemen, 

Haue neither in our hearts, nor outward eyes, 

Enuies the great, nor ftiall the low defpife. 

Ten. You are right courtious Knights* 

Kwg. Sit fir, fit. 

By lout (I wonder) that isKing of thoughts, 

Thefe Cates refill inee,heenot thought vpon, 

Tha. By luno (that is Qu eene of mariage) 

All Viands that I cate do feeme vnfauery , 

Wifhing him my meat : fure hec’s a gallant Gentleman. 

Kw. Hee’s but a countrie Gentleman: ha's done no more 
Then other Knights haue done, ha’s broken a Staffe, 

**- D. Or 







